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Captain JAMES G O OK. 


I. 


I TH haggard Look, in wild Affright, 
Gazing from yonder Mountains Height, 
Which over-hangs the Flood ; 
With Heart ſur-charged, with troubled Mind, 
Unſhelter'd from the ſhrieking Wind, 
Aghaſt ! the Poet ſtood. 
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On yon tall Bark he fix d his Eye, 
--Her half-hung Banners flout the Sky, 
Portending mighty Woe 10 
Conſcious he ſnatch'd the Lyre in haſte, 
And thus athwart the wat'ry Waſte, 
He bad his Sorrows flow: 


IIL 


« Hurry down the Weſtern Sky, 
« Grief diſorbs the Sun and Moon; 

« Midnight Darkneſs ſet mine Eye! = 
Midnight Darkneſs! Sorrows Noon | 
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IV. 


Hark! the awful Peal is rung, 


« The nightly Raven ſtrains his Throat, 


« ATroros the Dirge has ſung, 
A Deed is done of dxcadful Note! 


V. 


See th' inſidious ſavage Band, 
In aukward March, along the Strand, 
Advance in Friendſhip's Guile ;. 
The Sow of Science, free from Pn 
Steps fearleſs on the fatal Iſle, 
An ill-ſtarr'd Sacrifice l 


Foremoſt of the Gorgon Band, 
A Monſter ſtrode with hideous Pace, 
In his doughty, Giant Hand, 
He rais d aloſt the pond'rous Mace. 


VII. 


« Wing the lurid Light'ning's Speed, 
« Avenging Pow'rs ! prevent the Deed, 
« Aſſert fair Virtue's Cauſe I· 
No Light'nings flaſn the Thunder ſlept ! 
The Muſes from their Mountain wept, 
And Nature ſeem'd to pauſe !' 
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VIII. 


Ves, Siſters, yes, awhile indulge your Grief, 


In each particular Tear a Med'cine lies ; 
The Stream of Sorrow yields you ſure Relief, 
And loud Laments are female Obſequies. 


N 
Not ſo the Son of Man l. to him unkind, 
Nature forbids the lucid Orb to roll, 
The Woe ſits heavy on his conſcious Mind, 
And ſtamps the Record deeply in his Soul. 
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WHILE he ceas'd the plaintive Song, 
But ſoon again 
He chang'd his Hand, and to the naval Throng 
He rais'd the Lyric Strain. 


I. 


Heroes of the wat'ry Realm, 
Sons of Neptune! hear my Call ; 

Quit awhile the ſteady Helm, 

Help to bear a Brother's Pall ! 
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2 | Not the cuſtomary Veſt, 
1 5 Which the pageant Heralds throw, 
_ . Nodding with a plumed Creſt, 
= ---Outward Form of fancied Woe! 


III. 


But deeply put the Sorrow on, ö f 
Wear it deeply in your Heart, | 
Lament a Brother ever gone ! 


Lament the Garland of your Art ! TS % 
IV. 
The mighty Loſs ye Nations know--- 
Monxaxcus | ſuſpend your Rage awhile-— 
Indulge the Sabbath of our Woe-— | 
Ah! wither'd is the Garland of our Iſle ! 
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Through all her Claſſes Scr1xnce mourns; 
Great Cam and Isis catch the Theme, 


And from their Willow-ſringed Urns, 
Profuſely pour the hallow'd Stream. 


VI. 


Pure, not commixing with the Wave, 
The ſacred Streams ſhall Sand flow, 
Nor ſtop their Waters, till they lave 
The Shore--which manifeſts our Woe ! 


VIL 


Cancer marks the utmoſt Bound, 
Where AroLLo guides his Car; 
Cancrr marks the hallow'd Ground, 
Where declin'd our naval Star! 
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VIII. 
When you reach the ſacred Goal, 
Phœ bus ſtop your fiery Steed; 
slowly let your Chariot roll, 
Ere the Solſtice checks your Speed. 
IX. 
Flame your Glories round the Bed 


Where the gallant Briton lies, 
Round the Son of Neptune ſhed 

Elemental Obſequies. 

X. 

Ye Summer-ſwelling Breezes blow, 
Eteſian Waters! murmuring flow! 

The Muſe invokes your Aid; 
Ye Stellar Fires benignly ſhine, 


O] conſecrate the Hero's Shrine, 
=. And ſoothe his troubled Shade! 
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XL 
No more he'll wing the flying Sail, 

The vaſt Abyſs of Ocean to explore; 
Expecting Nations ſhall bewail 


The Sox of Scitncr, now no more 
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XII. 


Ah! what avails vain Man's aſſiduous Toil, 

On boundleſs Seas, or in the meaſur d Camp ? 
The ruſtic Labors of the grateful Soil ? 

The Sage's Study by the midnight Lamp 5 


XIII. 


In various Circlets thus, with filmy Wings, 


The Summer Inſects on the Waters glide; 
The rippling Eddies form ſucceeding Rings, 
And the laſt Circle---dies upon the Tide. 

's "2" PART 


< HUS far, ye mighty Waters, may ye flow, 
" Thus far, ye mighty Billows, may ye 
roll! | 
| « Thou Great and 


know, 
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So ſang th' anointed Bard, Lo! Eden blooms, 


And CJ ass ſinks beneath the Solar Blaze - 
Adoring Seraphs ſhake their golden-Piumes, 


While high Heſannas ſpeak Jenovan's Praiſe ! 


III. 


And are no Limits then preſcrib'd to Man? 
How far, ye Sons of Adam, will ye go? 

A mighty Maze! a never-ceaſing Plan, 
4A god-like Attribute it is, to KNOW.“ 


IV. 


Lo! EmuLaTion, with gigantic Stride, 
Stalks o'er the Globe with high erected Creſt ; 


| Science, with ſtarry Crown, the faithful Guide, 


And flaming Ardor fires the Human Breaſt. 


V. 


| 


What will not Mortals dare? Say, what with-hold 
Th' aſpiring Youth, when Honor bids him on ? 
Patient he bears the utmoft Thule's Cold, 4 
Dor heeds the fcorching of the burning Zone. 


ä VI. 


So the Sons of Vulcan glow, 
When from each repeated Blow, 
The Iron Notes reſound; 
The fiery Sparks diverging fly, 
While crowding Scintillations vie, 
To caſt a Glory round. 
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he What though the tranſient flying Fires, 
Their golden Honors cannot bear; + 4 
What tho! the glitt'ring Spark expires, . 
And mixes with the empty Air; 
VIII. . 
The Star of ScixxcE ſoars on high, ; + |: 
And bears the Impreſs of the Sky, 
In conſtellated Flame ! | 3 


Meteors may flaſh and paſs away, 
But thou ſhalt beam perpetual Day, 


* IMMUTABLY THE SAME! 


ang on high the wond'rous Story, 
ecord of the Hero's Glory; e „ 
Sons of Care! his Toils relate, | Y Y by 


Envy not, but 14ITATE | 
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